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FAREWELL the reign of cruelty:
Though that with pain my liberty
Dear have 1 bought, and wofuliy
Finish*d my fearful tragedy.

Of force T must forsake pleasure;
A good cause just, since I endure
Thereby my woe, which be ye sure
Shall therewith go me to recurc.

I fare as one escap*d that fleeth,
Glad he is gone yet still fearcth,
Spied to be caught and so dreadoth
That he for nought his pain lose th-
in joyful pain rejoice my heart,
Thus to sustain of each a part.
Let not this song from thee astart,
"Welcome among my pleasant smart*
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IT may be good, like Jt who list,

But 1 do doubt who can me blame:

For oft assured, yet have I mist,

And now again I fear the same.

The windy words, the eyes* quaint game,

Of sudden change make me aghast:

For dread to fall I stand not fast*

Alas, I tread an endless maze

That seek to accord two contraries:

And hope still and nothing base

Imprisoned in liberties.

As one unheard, and still that cries;

Always thirsty, and yet nothing I taste}

For dread to fall I stand not fast.